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s, as I like them, and I knew I should easily find some
one to take her home.
*I promise to send you back to Venice,5 I said, 'and in the
company of some honest woman.'
'Remember/ interrupted the abbe in a plaintive voice, 're-
member the oath you took to be always true to me; you
swore it on the cross.' So saying, he advanced—to meet a
sound box on the ear. He turned meekly away, and began
to cry.
*My dear,' I said to the girl, 'you are a regular little devil;
for my poor brother's misfortune is his love for you.'
'That is no fault of mine. It is not the first time I have
boxed his ears; I began at Padua.3
cTrue,' said the young fool, cbut you are excommunicated
for striking a priest.'
What do I care for your excommunication! If you say
a word, I'll give you another!'
'Calm yourself, my child,3 I said; 'you are right to be in-
lignant, but you must not strike him. Take up your bundle
and follow me.'
* Where are you taking her?' said Jean.
'To my inn. You hold your tongue! Here are twenty
sequins, buy some clothes, and give those rags to the poor,
I will come and see you to-morrow. As for you, madame, I
will send a chair for you, for you must not be seen in my
company after having come here with a priest. I will put
you in charge of my landlady/
My brother's breath was taken away by the present of the
twenty sequins, and he let us go without a word.
When Marcolina, as my brother's recalcitrant sweetheart
tt'as called, appeared before me in her fresh costume, I re-
mained open-mouthed at her extraordinary beauty. She
coolly asked Mile. Crosin who she was in her blunt Venetian
fashion.
'I am this gentleman's niece.3
'Then if I were his sister by marriage, you would be my

